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and diverted her with it exceedingly; but I immediately found
out that she had rekted it as if he had talked French the
whole time, though not a word had passed in that language.
This showed her parts and invention.

What a confusion of seasons ! the haymakers are turning
my soaked hay, which is fitter for a water-souchy, and I sit
by the fire every night when I come home. Adieu 1 I dare
not tap a fourth page, for when talking to you I know not
how to stop.

2683.   To THE COUNTESS OP UPPEB, OSSOBY.

Strawberry Hill, July 1, 1789.

MY fall, Madam, did not deserve the kind "attention your
Ladyship has paid to it. By bathing my side with argue-
busade and camphor till I smelt like a gin-shop, even the
blackness is gone, and I have no pain now but in my hay,
which has been sopping these twelve days. I am deter-
mined never to cut my grass again till October, the only
month whose honour one can trust: June always ruins one
in hay and coals: I crouch every evening over the fire.

Madam, I know how to feel for you on the imminent
danger you are in from the princely visit to Woburn. One
great cause of my loyalty and legality is a wish that the
King may never die, lest, on a demise of the crown, Hampton
Court should become the seat of empire, and Strawberry Hill
consequently grow within the purlieus of the court, which
would be a still worse grievance than the crowds that come
to see my house.

In what a combustion is France! I understand nothing
I hear or read. Necker dismissed and recalled by the people!
I concluded that Jie had sown the seeds of division in the
States, in hopes of an excuse for dissolving them after rashly
recommending them. Famine threatens them too; an  Anderson, of Manby, Lincolnshire,
